74        THE THINGS WE ARE

Still, they had been frenzies, and he was
ashamed of hiding behind them, " But I
didn't want to be, really/*

" I should think not, indeed. I've had
enough of them and their old wars. There's
my boy. He's alive, that's something. But
he isn't the same. Neither of his legs is any
good, really, They took the knee-cap off one,
and the other's that red and shiny it makes me
cry to look at it. Then they gave him a job
in the telephones where he could sit and
wouldn't have to move his legs. I don't see
that having a job where you don't move your
legs because you can't is such a very great
catch. But he's always in hospital again;
and when he is out, you can hardly bear to
look at his white face on the top of them
crutches, And I'm sure you can't say it's
done anyone a bit of good, can you, sir ?"
" Not one bit," said Mr, Boston,
Probably Mr, Williams did not listen so
sympathetically. Yet even he did not want
his happiness disturbed* It was selfish, hate-
ful ; but what was the good ? He had spent
days and days in Thomson's study, in his own
rooms, thinking about it. It wasn't thinking.
It was just banging your head against a wall,
until the pain made you numb, or sent you off